
It always seemed to be raining anymore.


 Walking slowly, as if he has all the time in the world, Saiusere Eilserr moved with stately grace through a steady, soaking rain, ignoring the people that stared at him, who avoided him, or who glared at him.  He walked without an umbrella, wearing the uniform of Hollywood High, the public high school that served the area of Seattle known as Hollywood, which was a working class neighborhood on the east side of the city, on the edge of Seattle and with Redmond just on the other side of Lake Washington.

They hated him there.  But that feeling was mutual, because he hated them.


And the entire reason why he was so hated by the students of Hollywood High drifted behind his legs as he walked…his tail.  Sai was what they called a Refugee, the child of people who had fled to this world through a dimensional breach 23 years ago next month, and had sought refuge and solace here when their world was destroyed by a cataclysm, making it uninhabitable.


Not all of them made it.  Only about one million Iosians managed to flee through the portals that their mages had created before the planet was destroyed, which had placed his people all over this world.  There was no going back, because the world from which they came no longer existed.


His people came here in pain and terror, seeking safety, and were met with fear and violence.  Some nations here reacted to the arrival of his people with violence, and hundreds of thousands of them were killed, until finally a peace was brokered and his people were granted leave to settle here.  Only six nations on this world had agreed to take them in, and not all of the peoples of those nations were happy about it.  His parents had first arrived in Brazil when they came through the portal, but had been moved to the United States when Brazil refused to allow his people to stay there.

Sometimes he wished his parents had come through another portal, because he hated it here.  Americans had tremendous prejudice towards Iosians, whom they called Refugees, further insulting his people by not even using the proper name of his people to address them.  There were a whole lot of people here who violently objected to his people because they believed they were servants of the devil, that their tails exposed them as demons.  It wasn’t safe for Iosians to travel in the south and midwest, because people there would attack them, and Congress and the courts were almost perpetually muddied with politicians from those states and lawsuits passed by state legislatures trying to get the Iosians deported, ship them all to Canada, which was one of the countries that accepted them as refugees.  Even here, in this bastion of liberalism and free thinking, Sai faced quite a bit of hostility.  More than once he’d been shouted down on the tram, spat on, even physically attacked.  The students in his school felt he had no right to be there, no right to invade their safe space.  Most Iosians went to their own schools in the enclaves, they didn’t go to human schools, and they kept themselves segregated from the humans by staying within the enclaves…but Sai was not welcome in the enclave.  The Refugee Integration Act required him to finish high school, so he could be fully educated about Earth and its customs, so he had no choice in the matter.  Since the enclave would not let him in, he was forced to go to school among the humans.

There was no reasoning with religious fanatics, and it was religion that most of them used as justification for their hate.  And sadly, that applied to his own people as well.  It was their prejudice against his magic that barred him from the enclaves.

It was the magic, mainly.  His people had brought their knowledge of magic into this world, and since magic worked here, it allowed them to continue practicing it.  Magic worked differently here than back home, his mother had told him, requiring mages to learn those differences, mainly the fact that their magical powers were weaker here than they were on Ios.  But Sai had never known that difference, so to him, magic was just magic.

Sai was born on this world, but was not given a human name.  No Iosian was, one of the ways his people maintained their distance from the humans of this world.  He was born almost five years after his parents fled here from Ios, born in Tacoma, Washington in the Iosian enclave, and this world, and its hate for him and his people, was all he had ever known.


He had reason to hate them.  His parents had been murdered by a gang of religious zealots in broad daylight in the tram station in Tacoma when he was ten, and it was that act that had caused the enclave to exile him, to turn their backs on a terrified ten year old boy and take away absolutely everything that the knives of those zealots did not destroy.  The zealots had stabbed his parents to death in front of him, attacking them by ambush so they couldn’t protect themselves with magic, then they turned on him, saving the defenseless child for last.

But he wasn’t defenseless, and he didn’t die.  Seeing his parents murdered in front of him had unlocked Sai’s true magic, a magic that the rest of his people loathed and feared.


Sai was a Necromancer, he could touch the sphere of magic called black magic that dealt with death and the dead, and he had killed the zealots with death magic out of instinct, snuffing out their lives in an instant with a single spell. 


The act had placed a permanent mark on him.  It had turned his hair, tail, and even his eyes pitch black, leaving them so black that they seemed to actively swallow light, so black that individual strands of his hair were hidden in the dark mass and the border between his iris and pupil was concealed, which gave him a chilling stare.  While plenty of Iosians had raven black hair, his misfortune was that he had used Necromancy in public, in view of witnesses and cameras, and the enclave had known what he’d done from the news reports.  And that caused them to exile him, cast him out immediately after the police brought him back to the enclave.  They drove him right back to the police station, made him get out of the car, told him they’d kill him if ever came back, and then they drove off, leaving him there.


Throwing him away like garbage. 

His people had their own claim to cruelty that not even the humans could easily match.


Necromancers could raise the dead, and had Sai had more training, had understood his powers, he might have managed to do it.  But to do so, to raise his parents, he had to take lives, take the life energy from one and use it to infuse life into the dead body of another.  To restore one person to life, another had to die.  Had he known what to do, he could have killed the zealots and used their life energy to raise his parents, but he hadn’t.  He hadn’t known what to do, and it haunted him to this day, haunted him to know that he could have saved his parents if only he had understood his magic and how it worked.  But it was too late now.  The spell had to be performed before the brain and body went beyond a certain level of decomposition, which was about 33 hours if no other precautions were taken.  There were ways to preserve a body with magic to go beyond that limit, but those precautions had to be taken as quickly as possible after death to preserve the body in a state as close to life as possible.  And if the body went beyond that, it could not be restored to make it able to safely accept the soul it once held.  Once the body decomposed beyond that limit, nothing could be done to restore the body, no magic could be performed to reverse that deterioration, because it destroyed the mystical anchors that allowed a body to safely house a soul.  Not even a Necromancer could restore those anchors.  After 33 hours, or after the body decomposed beyond the limit if the magic preserving it failed, the body could no longer safely host the soul, and any attempt to raise the person instead turned them into an undead creature called a ghoul.  Such a cursed person was a soul trapped in an animated body that was rotten, defiled, tainted.  That taint drove the person insane very quickly.  Ghouls were nasty business, very nasty, because they possessed the intelligence and memories they had in life, possessed their magic if they were Iosian, and all they wanted to do was kill.  They were filled with an overwhelming hatred for those who were still alive, those who had what they did not, and their only goal in their undeath was to kill anyone and everyone.


He walked up the steps, getting out of the rain, and then stood dripping on the platform as he waited for the tram.  He could dry himself off with magic, but there was no reason to do so until he was at school, because he was just going to get wet again when he walked from the tram station to the school.  Until then, he didn’t mind being wet all that much.  Commuters glanced at him, gave him a wide berth, some of their gazes affixed to the black-haired tail that swished reflexively behind him.  His tail was like a cat’s tail, it was slender and was covered in short, thick, soft black hair, much akin to fur, which matched the black hair atop his head.   It extended down to just below his ankles, the tip would just barely brush the floor when it was held straight down, which was a proportion consistent with all Iosians, and his tail was supple, flexible, semi-prehensile. It came out of his back just between the top edge and upper cleft of his buttocks, which required him to wear pants and underwear specifically made for Iosians…which were usually only available in enclaves.

Most Iosian adults wore skirts, kilts, or robes, since the tail made it hard to wear pants.  But men didn’t wear things like that in America, and his request to wear an Iosian kilt in place of pants for his school uniform had been denied.


The tram pulled in and stopped, the doors opened, and Sai boarded it.  He always boarded the same place on the tram, the safest place for him, boarding either the first or the last car of the tram so he could put his back to a side where nobody could come up behind him, and he could see anyone approaching him.  He didn’t sit—sitting was inviting trouble—standing in front of the door to the cockpit, one hand holding the rail and the other holding his school bag.  He couldn’t use a backpack, both because the bottom of it pushed down on the base of his tail and people would try to unzip the bag if he wore it on his back, to dump out its contents.  Nobody sat in the seats to either side of him, and the other passengers stayed a good two or three meters from him, giving him the front of the tram car to himself.  The tram stopped four times before he got off, then he walked the three blocks from the station to Hollywood High.  It was an old building on a large campus sitting on a hill, with Lake Washington visible in the distance, one of the older public schools in Seattle that was almost eternally in limbo as to if or when the school would close down, because the land upon which it sat was prime real estate that every developer in the state felt was wasted being occupied by a high school.  He entered the campus through the large, old gates and walked along the driveway where the parents drove up to drop off their kids, a design that wasn’t seen in high schools since long before his people came to this world.  He entered the front doors of the century old building, as the other students ignored him, pointedly ignored him, because they’d already learned to leave him alone.

The first and only student that tried to beat Sai up spent nearly a month in the hospital.  After that messy object lesson, the other students learned quickly to just leave him alone.  And Sai didn’t even have to resort to magic to do it.  Iosians were naturally stronger and faster than humans, had superior physical attributes, so it was almost child’s play for Sai to break both of Ron Lewis’s arms and knock him unconscious in a matter of seconds.


He couldn’t use magic.  To attack a human with magic was the same as trying to shoot him with a gun, it was considered assault with a deadly weapon, and the courts never failed to absolutely throw the book at any Iosian that resorted to magic to defend himself from attack.  If he’d have used magic against the student, he’d probably have been convicted of attempted murder and would be spending the rest of his life in jail.


Then again, the school had no idea that he was trained in magic, at least far more than someone like him should be.  His parents had started training him in magic literally from the moment he could walk, so he’d have years of training before they died, and since then he’d been practicing on his own.  Not every Iosian was a trained mage, but enough were to make anyone think twice about attacking an Iosian in the street.  But while not every Iosian was a trained mage, all of them knew a little magic.  Every Iosian had the capability to use magic, they just chose not to undergo formal training, as it was long, hard, and demanding.  They instead learned very simple, basic spells that increased their quality of life.  He kept the fact he had formal training a secret, because the nutball Christian terrorist organizations targeted any Iosian known to use magic and tried to kill them.  They called Iosians demons, the servants of the devil whose tails revealed their demonic taint, and stated that it was their divine mission to purge the world of Satan’s spawn.


And he guessed that his Necromancy made him look exactly like what their religion claimed him to be.  Sai could animate the dead to serve his will, he could kill using death magic, he could even draw out the soul of a victim and hold it hostage…or at least he would be able to someday, once he mastered his magic.  As of right now, he only knew twelve Necromancy spells, which were considered the spells of an apprentice.  One of them was a spell to animate dead bodies, turning them into his servants, which one of the most ghoulish things that a Necromancer could do.  The other was a spell that allowed him to detect souls in a radius around him, which would let him detect both the living and unbound souls, ghosts, which was very useful.

He had other Necromancy spells in his journals, but he hadn’t managed to learn how to cast them yet.  He was still studying, still learning how Necromancy worked.  Since it was a forbidden sphere of magic, there was scant official information about it in the books the Iosians brought with them, but there was far more information about it out there than even his own people knew, if one knew where to look for it…and he had learned where to look.  So, for the last three years, since he decided to embrace the magic that his people said was evil, he had managed to master twelve spells of Necromancy, with nearly one hundred written down in his journals, all pulled off the internet.  They were basic spells, like an apprentice’s spells, but that was how a magician got better.  Master the easy spells, gain an understanding of how the magic worked, then apply that knowledge to the more difficult spells.

His goal was to fully master every aspect of his magic, both white and black, with the goal of being capable of raising the dead.  That way, if some other child had his parents murdered in front of him, Sai could save them from the hell he endured by using the lives of the murderers to raise the people that they murdered.  He could keep them from spending their entire lives haunted by it.


They called his magic evil.  They said it would turn him into a monster.  Well, they already thought he was a monster, so why worry about what they thought?  He was a Necromancer, and he would learn how his magic worked, he would master it, he would become a Necromancer and he would be proud of it.

He dried off using magic at the landing, a bit of magic that was easy to conceal, then he entered the school and made his way down to his homeroom, and as usual, he was one of the last students to arrive.  The classroom was old, but it was also fairly small compared to other public schools.  Hollywood was the oldest and the smallest public high school in Seattle, a school with only about 2,000 students, where the average high school in the city had 4,000.  It was also one of the few that required school uniforms like a private school.  The school uniform was a scarlet blazer, black pants, white dress shirt, and black tie.  Girls had the option of wearing a black pair of dress pants or a pleated skirt that was scarlet with black trim, almost like a Japanese high school uniform skirt.  Most girls preferred the skirt to the pants, because they said the pants didn’t fit very well  He took his seat in the back corner of the room, sitting in the back row so his tail didn’t get into the legs of someone sitting behind him, and passed the time waiting for homeroom to start reading from his spiral notebook.

Moments later, the day began.  Homeroom was about passing along any school announcements, so it only lasted about ten minutes.  After that, he went to his first class, pre-calculus, which he found mildly interesting.  Anyone trained in magic was good at math—mathematical formulas were part of it—and the math they taught here was beyond what he’d learned in magical training, so it was new and interesting.  After pre-calculus was world history, which only taught human history.  The history of his people on Ios wasn’t taught to the humans, and the only reason he knew it was because his parents wanted to make sure that the children of Ios knew the history of their homeworld, even if they had never seen it.  After world history was gym, which for him was very boring.  By law, he wasn’t allowed to play organized sports with humans, and that even extended to something as simple as playing basketball with the rest of the gym class.  So, while they played games, he was forced to run laps or work out in the weight room, staying by himself even in gym class. After gym was lunch, which he spent in whatever isolated corner of campus was the most empty, and after lunch was computer science.


That, at least, he enjoyed.  He was fairly computer savvy for an Iosian, most of which had a dislike of human technology due to not being able to easily use it.  Iosians were actually bad for technology, all Iosians generated a very low-power EM field that surrounded them like an aura, so digital technology within about twenty centimeters of them would malfunction or glitch if it wasn’t shielded.  It wasn’t strong enough to disrupt electricity—though it did affect the flow of electricity—but it was enough to cause digital devices, things that used microchips, to freak out.  Their auras caused errors in digital logic within microchips, it toggled transistors from “0” to “1” and from “1” to “0,” which caused microchips to be unable to accurately count or calculate and thus caused computer programs to go crazy.  Fortunately, the effect didn’t permanently damage the microchips, it only caused them to malfunction if they were within range of an Iosian’s aura.


The enclaves were a world of TVs mounted away from where Iosians commonly sat or stood with special shielded remotes, landline rotary phones, classic cars, and books, things that Iosians didn’t have to worry might glitch out while they were using them.  Anything computerized or digital was built so it was kept away from the Iosians, or it was encased in electromagnetically shielded material if it had to be very close to them, which let it operate normally in close proximity to Iosians.  Sai himself had that effect on digital devices, but he got around that by using a smartphone in a special shielded case, protecting it from his aura, and using his own shielded keyboard and mouse that had bluetooth connectivity, allowing him to stay well away from any computer he was using.  He simply made sure to stay at least a foot away from the monitor and the computer, so he didn’t glitch them out.  And that was fairly easy in the world of bluetooth connected peripherals.  The computer Sai used for class was actually a good ten feet away from him, and he used a bluetooth keyboard and mouse, with the monitors mounted on a stand that was far enough away for him not to affect them.

Sai was on his own in this world, rejected by his own people and hated by the people that were forced to take him in, so he embraced any and all advantages he could that would help him survive.


Because of their effect on computers, Iosians weren’t allowed to fly on commercial airliners.  Sai was only allowed to ride on the tram starting a few years ago, when the city bought shielded tram cars that wouldn’t malfunction when carrying Iosians.


And that was fair.  They did pose a threat to computers, and computers operated planes.  Iosians, however, had other ways to travel, using magic, so they didn’t need planes.  Sai was just a beginner with magic, but he knew two spells that would allow him to travel much faster than using a tram, but he didn’t use them because it was dangerous to flaunt the use of magic in the human world.  His parents had taught them to him before he died—they had actually taught him a lot of magic before they died—a spell that allowed him to travel on a magical flying platform, like Static Shock or the Silver Surfer from the comic books, and also a spell that allowed him to teleport about five feet in the direction he was facing, which was a spell primarily meant to get the caster out of a jail cell or the trunk of a car, to let him escape if he were ever kidnapped and held prisoner.

They were spells his parents felt he needed to know to protect himself in this world, and they’d been right.  But knowing them wasn’t proof against being harmed, which was what happened to his parents.  You couldn’t use magic to defend yourself if you never saw the attack coming, and that was how the religious zealots killed his parents.  They never believed they’d be attacked in broad daylight on a public tram platform in front of dozens of witnesses, and that was exactly why they died.


It was a lesson that Sai had taken to heart.  He knew he could be attacked anywhere, at any time, by anyone, and he kept his guard up.

After computer science, it was civics and government, as Sai got to learn about a government that did everything it could to keep him from participating in it.  Sai would be 18 in three months, and thus he would be legally eligible to vote.  That right had only been won after nearly sixteen years of legal wrangling.  When his people first came here and the first Iosians were born on American soil, the courts ruled that they were American citizens.  The fact that they weren’t technically human didn’t matter, because the American government recognized them as having equivalent rights as humans in how the law was applied to them, thus the law had to be applied to them when it came to the question of native-born citizenship.  The Christian wingnuts had a conniption and sued, and that case went through the courts in myriad forms and refiles and appeals for sixteen years until the Supreme Court finally ruled in a way that could not be challenged that Iosians born on American soil were American citizens, and thus had the right to vote, and were entitled to programs like Medicaid and Social Security.  That mattered because by the time the case was settled, the oldest native-born Iosians were 21 and thus were allowed to vote.

The response to that was the wingnuts were now trying to get the Constitution amended to remove that pathway to citizenship not just from Iosians, but from anyone born in America that they didn’t like.  They wanted it set so only the children of citizens could be awarded citizenship at birth.  And it very well may succeed, given that 33 of the 50 states that needed to ratify the amendment were controlled by the religious nutjobs, and they only needed 38 states to ratify the amendment for it to become law.  They only needed to flip five other state legislatures, and they’d get the amendment passed.

It was just another example of how the Americans didn’t want them here, and sometimes, he wondered why they didn’t all just move just a couple hours north and request asylum in Canada.  The Canadians welcomed the Iosians, they didn’t pull all this ridiculous crap.  There was a large and vibrant Iosian community in Vancouver, to the point where they even practiced magic openly.  Granted, the more wingnut countries in the world had washed their hands of Canada for their position, to the point where Canadians weren’t even allowed to enter most Muslim countries, but that just said that the Canadians were progressive and educated, not slogan-spewing barbaric morons ruled by their fear and hatred of anything they didn’t understand.


Those were the two religions that had the most issues with the Iosians, Evangelical Christianity and Islam, but for different reasons.  Evangelicals considered Iosians to be literal demons, where Islam’s issue with Iosians was with the fact that they didn’t believe that Iosians could be converted to Islam, that Iosians didn’t have souls, and thus they didn’t consider them to be possessed of the basic rights afforded to humanity.  Islam saw them as animals, not humans, no better than a cow or a dog, and they took great offense that other nations were giving them rights that their faith told them Iosians had no right to possess.  To them, it was the same as declaring that a donkey was a sentient being that was allowed to vote in elections and drive a car.

Oddly enough, Islam saw nothing wrong with magic.  They didn’t see it as a demonic force, but as a natural force.  Supposedly, there were lots of examples of magic in their scriptures, magic being used for good instead of evil, so Islam had no implicit bias against magic…just against the people that had brought it to Earth.


Christianity was divided when it came to the Iosians.  The less wingnut sects of Christianity accepted Iosians as simply humans with tails, and they could even be converted to the faith in Catholicism and a few of the European-based sects, but all of them condemned magic as a force of evil. Iosians that converted to Catholicism had to swear to never use magic again.  For that reason, there were maybe a total of one hundred Iosian Catholics in the entire world.  Magic was the fundamental foundation of all Iosian culture, society, and history, and only Iosians that hated themselves so much that they rejected all magic would ever convert to a religion that believed that the magic that was a part of them was a force for evil.

After civics, it was chemistry, and after that it was English, and then his final class of the day, Spanish.  Sai took Spanish only because he was required to take a foreign language…and the fact that he spoke four languages fluently already didn’t matter to them.  He had to take a language he didn’t already speak, it was a requirement.  He had grown up learning Iosi and English, the language of his people and the language of the country hosting them, but had also learned French and German, because Canada and Germany were countries accepting Iosian refugees, and his parents had wanted to learn those languages in case they moved out of America. They wanted to keep their options open, and if the countries knew that they were fluent in the local language, his parents felt that they would be more willing to accept their application for asylum.  Only six countries accepted Iosians, and four of them spoke English as their primary language.  Those countries were America, Canada, Australia, and Great Britain.   The two that did not spoke German and Japanese, being Germany and Japan.  French was also used in eastern Canada, so his parents had learned it just in case they ever moved to where French was the main language spoken.  They’d been in the process of learning Japanese when they were killed, so they knew the local languages of every country that had Iosian enclaves.  Sai spoke very broken Japanese, and would have taken it instead of Spanish had they been offered.  But the only foreign languages they offered were French and Spanish, and he already spoke French.

Learning languages for an Iosian was quite easy, their minds were naturally attuned to learning new languages.  An Iosian could learn a new language after just a few months of casual study, where it took an average human over a year.  It was one way that Iosians were very different from humans, even though they looked nearly identical.  The differences went well beyond the tail.


The differences were significant enough that it prevented Iosians and humans from having babies together.  They looked very similar, but they were very separate and distinct species.


Sai had only been taking Spanish for six months, and he was already fluent.


After school, it was the same routine.  He wasn’t allowed to participate in sports, or band, or choir, or any extracurricular activity, so he had no reason to stay.  He packed his bag and filed out of Spanish class, ignoring the other students, ignoring their stares, ignoring the mutters and the whispers, filing out of the building and walking down the sidewalk to the front gate.  As was his habit, he looked down both sidewalks as he stepped out, looking for anyone that might be laying in wait to jump him.

And that habit saved his life, because he saw the guns.  Three men with assault rifles, in the act of pulling them out from under their long coats.


He had no time to do anything.  They very nearly had them out and pointed at him, and there was a car behind him pulling into the school.  If he dove back behind the wall, that car would be riddled with bullets.  He had no choice but to protect himself, and protect the woman in the car behind him.  He raised his hand, palm out, channeling magic through his body just as the three men brought their guns up, and they wasted not an instant pulling the triggers.  He saw the muzzle flashes a split second after a mystical shield of pale blue energy flared to visibility in front of his hand, covering himself and enough of the car behind him to protect the woman inside it, flares of light sparking on his shield as it stopped the bullets.  He dropped his bag and started walking forward slowly as they continued to fire, all three running out of bullets almost at the same time, and they hastily reloaded as they kept looking up at him with growing fear.  He was walking towards them slowly, his hand out, the shield between him and them, as if he was trying to get close enough to retaliate with some kind of magical spell.  The truth was, he was getting closer because the closer he was, the more area behind him was protected by his shield as it got closer and closer to the guns, like a soccer goalie coming out to challenge a striker advancing to make a shot on goal.  The three men quickly reloaded their assault rifles, showing they’d practiced doing it, and started firing again, as if they thought that just shooting at his shield enough would bring it down.

They fired their clips empty, and that seemed to break their nerve…but he wasn’t about to let them go.  If he didn’t stop them here and now, they would just try again, and he wasn’t going to allow that.  But, he also wasn’t going to kill them, because no doubt they’d try to put him in jail for murder, for protecting himself from them.  There was another way to go about it, a spell his father had taught him just for situations like this, barely a month before he was killed..


A man couldn’t shoot a gun if he was blind.


He raised his other hand, which caught their attention, and channeled a new spell,  A flash of light radiated from his hand, light that only the three men could see, a spell of blindness that only affected those he wanted the spell to affect.  The magic attacked their eyes, magically destroyed their retinas, leaving all three permanently blind.  And it was not a painless or gentle process, all three of them experienced intense pain, as if their eyes had been burned out of their sockets by a red hot poker.


The only way to reverse that blindness was with healing magic…and he rather doubted that men like them would accept healing from what they thought was a demon.


All three shrieked in pain and dropped their guns, clawing at their faces.  One of them fell to his knees with his hands over his face, but then all three were driven to the ground by an invisible force, pinning them to the ground, when Sai enacted a spell that solidified the air, turning it into a solid object that pinned them down. The woman in the car behind him, that he’d protected, had opened the door and was stepping out, her expression shocked.  “You saved me!” she blurted, looking at him.

He glanced back at her, his tail slashing behind him.  “They were shooting at me, you were just in the wrong place at the wrong time,” he replied calmly.  “Please call the police.”


“I’m calling right now.”


“Thank you.  I’ll hold them down until the police arrive.”


“What did you do to me?” one of them wailed.  “I can’t see!”


“You never will again,” Sai told him in an impassive, calm, nearly cold voice.  “You are permanently blind.  You will never shoot at me or anyone else ever again.”


“Holy shit,” the woman blurted.  “But it’s what he deserved,” she added.


“I’m glad you understand,” he told her rationally.  “And I would appreciate it if you tell the police that I protected you from their shots.”


“You saved my life, you bet I will,” she told him fervently.


And so, his entirely normal day was ruined by three assholes.  He held them down with magic until the police arrived, then released the spell and then started answering questions.  He had the feeling that they would have treated him like the criminal if it wasn’t for the woman, who was there to pick up her son.  She told them what happened, told them that Sai had protected her from the shots.  He was taken down to the police station, and once they were there, Sai stopped cooperating.  They put him in a room and tried to ask him questions, and the only thing he would say was “I want to call a lawyer.”  They refused to allow him to do so, and he spent nearly six hours repeating the same six words, as they tried to talk calmly, yelled at him, even had one cop throw the table aside and get in his face, promising him that he was going to jail for the rest of his life if he didn’t tell them what really happened.


Eventually, ultimately, it was taken out of their hands.  Two men filed in, an Iosian and a human, wearing suits and looking quite official.  The Iosian sat down as the human stood behind and to the side of him at the table, as the Iosian opened a small briefcase and pulled out a manila folder.  The expression on his face made it clear that he could see the Mask on him, and he moved as if not to get too close to him by accident.  “It just seems that you can’t keep yourself out of trouble, Eilserr,” the Iosian said, speaking Iosi.

“Who are you?”


“Senvere Olasse, and this is my partner, David Griffith,” he introduced.  “We’re from the DRA.”


That made Sai give him a narrow-eyed look, the true depths of his distaste hidden by his black eyes.  The DRA, or the Department of Refugee Affairs, was a cabinet-level government department that dealt with Iosians, as well as magic.  It was the DRA that managed government services to Iosians, acted as a liaison between the enclaves and the local governments, and actively oversaw magic, the study of magic, the use of magic, and the regulation of magic.  The DRA set the rules about what was and was not allowed when it came to magic, and their biggest rule of all was that no Iosian was to ever, ever use magic against a human unless it was self defense, that their lives were literally on the line.  “What do you want?”


“I want you to answer a few questions.”


“Like what?”


“Like who taught you the spell you used against the gunmen,” he answered.  “That was high order magic, and a high school student who isn’t even in magical training shouldn’t have even known it, let alone be able to cast it.”

“I refuse to answer that question, the courts say I have the same fifth amendment right as the humans,” Sai replied bluntly.  “You have no right to demand to know something like that.  I can study any magic I want, and if you have a problem with that, then you should make it harder to find copies of the spells.”

“And where you would find spells?  You’re banished from the enclave.”


“The internet is a wondrous place for those who learn how it works,” was all Sai said in reply.  “All it takes is a shielded computer and some patience.  Why, you can even find information on Necromancy online.”


“Necromancy is forbidden!”


“It was on Ios.  It’s not here,” he answered.  “There’s no such thing as forbidden magic, according to the Americans.  Knowledge is not illegal, only actions are.  It’s only illegal if I use it on someone else, it’s not illegal for me to learn it.”


“That is something that needs to be changed,” the Iosian growled.  “I can’t believe that you’re studying it!”

“Why not?  What are my people going to do to me?  What are you going to do about it, DRA man?  Violate my rights?  Tell the enclave to exile me?  Oh wait, they already did,” he hissed.  “Maybe this time throw me out when I’m six years old instead of ten?  Leave me standing in front of another police station barely two hours after my parents were murdered in front of me, like I’m a piece of garbage that they had to throw out?” he asked with growing heat.


“You used forbidden magic!”


“I was TEN YEARS OLD!” he screamed in reply, standing up.  “I was just a child!  And my own people threw me away, literally dropped me on the doorstep of a police station and drove off while I was still in shock from losing my parents!  You think I give a fuck about your rules and your traditions?  You exiled me, you turned your back on me, You told me I’m not even Iosian anymore, so I can do whatever I want.  If I want to study Necromancy, if I want to learn more about this magic that you say is a curse, then I will!  And fuck you for saying a Sioma-damned word about it!  You lost that right the instant you banished me from the enclave!”


The two of them glared at each other over the table, and the human wisely intervened before they started hurling spells at each other.  “Afraid he’s got the upper hand here, Senvere,” the human said.  “He’s right.  We can’t legally touch him for just reading books on magic he’s obviously finding on the internet, all we can do is go after the person who put them up.  And since he used magic in self defense, he can’t be charged for blinding his attackers.  So let this go,” he urged.

“I’m not letting this go!  You don’t understand who he is!  What he is!”


“He’s a seventeen year old boy, a minor,” the human replied.  “And he also happens to be a pretty fucking strong mage with a lot of natural talent, for him to learn a spell like that without a tutor or instructor.”


“He’s a Necromancer, David.  No Iosian would ever teach him.”


“Then it seems it’s good he can teach himself,” the human said easily.  “Because if it wasn’t for his magic, he’d be dead.  And the woman he protected would be too,” he stressed.


The Iosian stared at him, then stood up.  “You’re free to go,” he said with barely disguised scorn.  “But mark me, Necromancer.  I will be watching you.  And the instant you use that magic, I will be there to nail your ass to the wall.”


“You better hope you can do it in six months, asswipe.  The instant I turn 18, I’m leaving for Canada.  They won’t accept my asylum request while I’m a minor, so I just have to wait until I’m 18.  Just about anywhere on this world is better than here.”

“We’ll do what we can to expedite your asylum request,” the Iosian said with a cold stare.  “This country would be far better off without you in it.”


“You won’t miss me, I won’t miss you.  There’s something we can agree on,” he said, standing up.  “I’m leaving.  Have a terrible day.”


It took him twenty minutes to get his stuff from the cops, and he walked out of the station.  There were several texts on his phone from the dorm mother at the house where he lived, which was something of an independent living facility for 17 year old orphans, helping them transition to being able to live on their own.  On his 18th birthday, he would be kicked out of the facility, so he had to be ready for it.  He already had his plan, and that was he’d be packing his room and going to Canada, where he would apply for asylum.  While the enclaves there wouldn’t accept him, what made it the best choice was because Canada had very strict laws preventing Christan terror groups like the Church of the New Age from operating in their country, on top of strict gun laws that kept them from arming.  Canada or Germany were about the safest places he could go due to their laws, and he didn’t have the money to fly to Germany and apply for asylum there.  So Canada was his only real option.  He texted his dorm mother back and told her that he was out of the police station and on his way back, and he got a text back telling him that what happened was on the news and that he’d done a good thing protecting that woman.  So, he’d face no punishment for being out after curfew.

Just another day in paradise.


There were some real ramifications to the attack on him.


The first was that the Seattle Police executed a major crackdown on known Christian hate groups.  The next morning, they raided several of them looking for assault weapons.  Much as the SPD may not care that a Refugee got gunned down outside a high school, the fact that an innocent mother got caught in the crossfire, and would have been killed if not for the Refugee protecting her, made it serious business.  The wingnuts crossed the line, and now the SPD was retaliating.


Another consequence was that the internet site where Sai had found the necromancy spells was gone by noon the next day. The government must have started searching for Iosian writing about Necromancy on the internet, found the sites posting it, then taken them down.  All of them, which proved that that DRA asshat was at least thorough.  It wasn’t technically illegal to post information about magic online, that case had gone all the way to the Supreme Court, so all the government could do was classify exceedingly dangerous magical knowledge as classified information and take it down that way.  And Necromancy was definitely dangerous information..


 The site being gone didn’t really matter, since he had copies of all of the site’s webpages holding the research and spells on his tablet, which was shielded so he could use it.  He’d been visiting the site to see if they added any new spells to it.  He also had written copies of all of it in a spiral he kept hidden in a voidspace, which was a magical extradimensional space that only the caster of the spell could access, something his father taught him how to do.  The spell could only be anchored to a container, so he had it cast on his school backpack.  Anyone else that opened it and looked inside saw a couple of spirals he used for his schoolwork, but beyond that was all his textbooks, his spell spirals, and several precious possessions and keepsakes that he wouldn’t dare leave laying around.  The bag was tethered to him, so even if someone took it, he could get it back with a simple spell of recall, and only he could access the voidspace holding his precious possessions.  And if that wasn’t enough security, the spells on the spirals holding the spells he’d copied could only be seen by him.  Anyone else that read the contents of the spiral, even another mage, would be treated to nearly an entire semester of notes on world history, though a skilled magician would detect that the spirals had a spell on them.  He just wouldn’t be able to see through the spell to see the spells, those were written in a way that only a Necromancer could see them.

It was one of the ways he’d learned how his magic worked, and could use it.  There was a kind of magic, of energy, that not even other mages could see, magic that the one book he found on Necromancy called black magic, the reason Iosians called Necromancers Black Magicians.  Only those who could use black magic could see some forms of it, and when something was written using black magic, only those connected to its power could see it, could even sense the magic.  That DRA mage would have no idea that his spirals were enspelled, because no magic he could use could detect the magic used on the spirals.  It was a simple trick, one of the most basic applications of Necromancy, something that even an untrained neophyte Necromancer like Sai could do.  Because of it, all of Necromancy’s true tomes, their true spells, were written in books that nobody else could read, nobody would even realize were spellbooks and research journals.  The spells he’d found on Necromancy had been written by Necromancers using black magic, and the research on it he’d read had been done by mage scholars who swallowed their distaste and tried to study Necromancy and the mages that could use it objectively.


The spells he had he got from a book written in black magic from the Seattle Public Library of all places.  They had a section on Iosian books, written in Iosian, and he’d found a Necromancer’s tome among those books.  It had taught him what Necromancy was and held 97 spells of Necromancy, 12 of which he’d managed to learn to cast.  Since mages couldn’t sense black magic, it meant that whoever donated that book to the library had no idea what it really was.  It was an Iosian history book, detailing the history of his people going back from thousand years, but that was just the ink on the page when the true writing was done with black magic.


That was why it was his mission, his goal, to find the books of a master Necromancer and take them for himself, so he could learn.  There had to be some somewhere, because from what he’d learned, Necromancers made copies of their journals and spellbooks and put them in libraries for, which allowed Necromancers to spread the knowledge of their magic without getting caught.  Those books would have innocuous writing in them to fool the masses, but would have their real contents written in black magic, which Sai would be able to read.


The problem was, taking a picture of something written in black magic didn’t reveal the magical writing.  If Sai wanted to find tomes on Necromancy, he had to find the physical books.  He could only see the black writing if he looked upon it with his own eyes.  So, he had to comb any library he could access hunting for Necromancer’s tomes, but sadly most of those were only going to be found in the enclaves, and he was banished from the enclaves.  But he had a plan for that, one that he would be enacting as soon as he learned one particular spell he’d been working to master.


Sai had also learned a great deal about his white magic since his people abandoned him, thanks to the internet.  The contents of almost all of the magical books his people had brought with him had been published online, and most of it had been done by government employees who had inspected the books that the Iosians had surrendered to them, scanned them into image files, then stored them on a cloud server.  That cloud server was hacked, and the contents were published on numerous websites, which gave just about anyone access to virtually all the knowledge the Iosians had brought with them to this world.

Non-speakers could read it now, because Google had managed to find an Iosian that was willing to help them translate the written language, so now Iosi documents could be translated in real time by a translation algorithm.  They’d also created a language pack so computers could display Iosi writing, so many of those image documents and pdfs had been converted into text files, and those text files were then translated into human languages.  So now, Iosian books could be read by anyone.

The fact that humans could now read Iosian books was why it was very hard to find dangerous spells online now.  That was why the Iosian had called the blinding spell high order magic, the DRA, which oversaw magic as well as Refugees, was starting to crack down on the dissemination of dangerous magical knowledge, demonstrating the government’s attempts to tighten their grip on magic more and more.  They didn’t want a mage they weren’t watching, didn’t control, to learn a bunch of battle magic online and then start blowing up buses full of orphans.  And Sai was the poster child of exactly the kind of mage they didn’t want to learn any dangerous magic, because he was exiled, he was a wild card, and there was no telling what he might do with the magic he learned.  What the DRA was doing by taking down websites was illegal, the courts all said it was illegal, but they were doing it anyway by claiming that the sites violated America’s national security.  That was why the government couldn’t just arrest the people that were putting it on the internet, they had to resort to tricks, threats, and subterfuge to make them stop.  More and more, the websites holding translated Iosians spells were disappearing off the internet as the government shut them down.  The government had done a pretty good job on shutting down websites that published the really dangerous spells, classifying them as national secrets, classified information, where even possessing them was illegal.  The government hadn’t touched the stuff about Necromancy he’d found online, mainly because only a Necromancer could use them…and Sai was the only Necromancer they knew of on Earth.  He was fairly sure that there were others, who had managed to hide themselves, but they had never tried to contact Sai, they had never tried to help him, most likely because doing so risked them being exposed as Necromancers themselves and exiled from the enclaves.  And right now, that was all but a death sentence.  It was honestly a miracle that Sai had managed to survive for seven years out in the human world.

The Iosians feared Necromancers the way the humans feared Iosians.  They just didn’t understand that death was a part of nature, it was a part of life, and it was only their fear of death that made them so fearful of Necromancy.  Much as the humans didn’t understand that magic wasn’t some Satanic force, it was simply an exercise of a natural ability.

From what Sai had learned of Necromancy from the book he had, it was not a very pleasant form of magic.  Necromancy dealt with negative energy and souls, which included death magic, so its spells were based primarily on negative outcomes.  Black magic drew on the power of what his people called beyond the veil, which was the reverse of the positive mortal world.  Life was positive, death was negative, and they were two sides of a coin that represented the universe.  His black magic came from the negative, reverse side of the universe, which was the realm of the dead.  Souls went beyond the veil when they died, which was why Necromancy was more the magic of the soul than it was the magic of death.  But, it also dealt with life energy as a balance against death energy, so there were spells that allowed Sai to drain or absorb the life energy of others, or use his own life energy to power a Necromantic effect.  Using Necromancy, Sai could kill, or he could permanently cripple, or he could even age a victim, and conversely, he could use the reverse versions of those spells to raise the dead, heal, or even reverse the effect of aging on the body, but all of those effects required him to take the essence of what he was restoring from someone else.  Necromancy was actually a very versatile school of magic, capable of beneficial outcomes, but the price of those good things was that they required harm to be done to others to help or heal the target of the spell.


Spells he couldn’t use yet.  He wasn’t skilled enough to cast them.


That was the tradeoff in Necromancy.  To heal, he had to harm.  To reverse aging, he had to take those years from someone else.  To raise the dead, someone else had to die, the sacrifice of one life to restore another.  Its beneficial spells had a cost based on granting a boon for one at the bane of another. 


That was why it was a good thing that he could use magic other than Necromancy, and had received training from his parents in that magic, enough to allow him to continue learning on his own.  He had shown great promise as a young child, which incited his parents to train him far beyond his years in magic.  They had taught him the most critical skill he could have, and that was that they taught him how to study magic without their help, without a tutor, to allow him to continue advancing his skills as a mage while they were busy working.  When they died, what they taught him became extremely useful, because it allowed him to continue studying magic from books he found on the internet, learning new spells and letting him gain more mastery of his magical powers.  He had learned a great many spells from the internet, primarily combat and defensive spells his parents didn’t teach him.

There were spells from other schools of magic that could do almost everything Necromancy could do, which reduced his need to depend on it.  But there were some spells that only a Necromancer could cast, and those were the kinds of spells that gave Necromancy such a fearful and sinister reputation.

Only a Necromancer could raise the dead.  Only a Necromancer could use death magic, which instantly killed the victim.  Only a Necromancer could animate dead bodies to create undead servants.  Only a Necromancer could cast spells that directly affected the soul without doing it harm.  Only a Necromancer could drain life energy, and only a Necromancer could either advance or reverse aging on the body.  And while any number of people would see the ability to raise the dead as a good thing, the cost it demanded, the death of another to supply the life energy to restore the soul to the body, made it quite ghoulish.


School wasn’t much different outside of a few students asking him about magic, however, despite him saving the life of another student’s mother the day before.  The vast majority of them went even more out of their way to avoid him now that they knew that he knew magic, and constant whispers followed him wherever he went.  He ignored them, kept telling himself that he only had six months to go, he only had six months, and then he was leaving this school, this city, this country and he was going to Canada.  There, he would settle in the most remote village he could find, someplace nobody would ever bother him, and he would spend the rest of his life hiring out his magic to the village.  There were a lot of things that he could do with magic, and quite a few of his people made a very good living doing those things for people willing to pay for it.


A lot of his people worked in the entertainment industry, for example, because it was a hell of a lot cheaper to hire a mage to create illusions or create special effects for a movie or TV show than it was to do it the mundane way.  Many Iosians worked in the medical field as healers, using their healing magic to help patients, though they had to be board certified medical doctors to work in hospitals or establish a private practice.  But there were quite a few unlicensed healers that worked out of shadow clinics, which were illegal clinics that provided healing services for those that couldn’t afford to go to a licensed mage.  Most of them operated in the enclaves, because nobody in an enclave was going to turn in the operators of a shadow clinic.  Not even the licensed doctors in an enclave would do it, when those clinics were directly competing with them for business.


His parents had been such mages, were unlicensed healers, and had been a damn good ones.  All the healing spells he knew, they had taught to him, which were six of the thirteen spells required to be considered a trained, professional healer.  And despite his study of Necromancy, he had always had a great love of and passion for the art of healing.  It connected him back to his parents, following in their footsteps, and besides, it was a highly useful skill to have that would serve him well in his future plans.  Sai fully intended to master all thirteen spells of healing, because that was his ticket to a better life.  Healers were one of the rarer forms of magician among his people because it was one of the most demanding magical traditions, and had the least margin for error.  The tiniest mistake using healing spells could kill the patient, so healers had to be exceptionally well disciplined, as well as very strong.  Healing magic was very demanding, and only the strongest magicians could use it effectively.

The main reason was because healing spells didn’t just “magically” heal wounds.  It required the active direction of the healer, who had to know how the spells worked and how to apply them without causing complications.  Being able to cast the spells wasn’t enough, one had to know how to use the spells, which was a lot of what being a healer was about.  Healers studied biology and anatomy in order to be able to heal safely and efficiently, which was why the humans had decided that only healers who were licensed doctors were legally allowed to use healing magic.  Sai could cast six of the thirteen spells, but he was only really proficient with the three basic healing spells.  He could cast three of the four “intermediate” healing spells, but he hadn’t yet learned the best way to use them, so he had to learn more before he felt he could say he’d mastered them.

And that Iosian DRA asshat had made good on his promise.  When he left school that afternoon, two men wearing jeans and tee shirts came around the corner, and they followed him all the way to the tram station.  They stayed back away from him, but kept him within their line of sight at all times.  They boarded his car and moved to the other end of it, sitting down and talking to each other, but they sat in a way that one of them kept his eyes on him.  It was on the train that he pegged them as from the government, because when they stood up, Sai saw that the one facing away from him had two wallets in his back pockets.  One was a  traditional wallet, but the outline of the one in his other pocket was the size and shaped of a leather ID wallet, standard government issue for agents who had an ID card and a badge.  That marked those two as DRA agents, since only they would have any reason to follow him.

Well…if they were going to follow him, then he supposed he should make it exciting for them.


They’d slipped up in another way.  This was his stop, and they had stood up before Sai moved towards the open doors.  They knew he was getting off the train here.


Well, that was easy enough to exploit.  He didn’t move from his spot as the two men stood, but then they sat down again when it was clear that Sai wasn’t getting off, as the chime sounded and the doors began to close.  He looked right at them, his eyes narrowed, and he waited until the train just started to move.  He then turned to face the side of the train, the platform beyond, and channeled his Jump spell, which he had to use before the train got up any speed.  In a flash of light, his point of view changed from looking at the side of the train to looking at the people moving away from the platform on the outside, for he was now off the train, a good two feet from the edge, having moved through extradimensional space to get off the train.  The two men in the train stood up and looked at him through the window, and he looked back at them as he walked towards the stairs to the street and flipped them off.  The doors were closed and the train was moving, so they had no choice but to ride the train to the next stop. Not unless they hit the emergency stop button, but he rather doubted they’d go that far.

It wasn’t his only demonstration of magic.  There was a chance that there were other agents in the station to pick up where those two left off, so instead of going down the stairs to the sidewalk, he instead used his other spell of transportation.  He walked straight towards the steps, and instead of stepping down to the next step, his foot came down on a shimmering plane of magical energy.  It expanded in front of him as he stepped fully onto it and took another step, and once he had both feet on it, the magic shrunk down and contracted to a small circle of energy under his feet.  He took a skateboarding stance and leaned down to brace against acceleration—physics still applied, so when the disc under him moved, the rest of him would want to stay where it was—and then caused it to start moving.  It started relatively slowly and built speed as it moved, until he was zipping along just over the level of the light poles and power lines, moving faster than the cars under him.  No tailers were going to be able to keep up with him, not unless they used magic themselves.

The flying disc was super useful.  It could go really, really fast, like so fast it would tear his clothes off his body if he used it a long time, and his feet were magically glued to the platform through his shoes, which would let him turn upside-down without falling off or let him fall out of his shoes while inverted.  He literally couldn’t fall off, but gravity still applied to him, so he couldn’t do something like stand sideways on it because gravity would pull the rest of his body down, and probably break his ankles or shins from the strain of his body being forcibly contorted to that degree.  The disc was controlled by his will, not his movements, but it looked like it because he had to move certain ways to absorb the changes in momentum and inertia when he rode on it.  He banked into turns, he tilted the disc when accelerating or decelerating to keep from breaking his legs, and when he went really fast, he had to lean way down into it or the wind resistance would tear at his clothing.  He almost always wore a pair of wraparound sunshades when he rode the disc, to keep the wind out of his eyes, but he wasn’t going fast enough to need them.  He didn’t have to ride the disc in a skateboard stance, but he’d found that it was the most ergonomic stance to use it, and let him pull off some hard turns or big changes in speed safely.


It was also easy to use.  Sai could maintain the disc for nearly six hours before he got too tired to keep it going, but going fast or doing a lot of turns ate into that time.  That expended energy, and the more energy he expended, the less time he could maintain the spell before he had to rest.  But, he only had to rest a few hours before he was up to using the spell again, which made him very different from Iosians that came here from Ios.  Sai was born on this world, he was more attuned to its aetheric flow, so he was able to replenish his magical energy much more quickly than those who were born on Ios.  It would take an Iosian with the same general strength and talent as Sai about ten hours to fully replenish his magical strength, where it would only take Sai three.

That was how it worked.  That was the weakness to magic, and that was that magicians only had a certain amount of magical strength.  It required their own energy to draw magic from its source and manifest it in the material world, so a mage could only use so many spells before he tired himself out.  Once that was gone, no more magic, not until they rested and replenished their magical strength.  And Sai’s advantage over his elders was that, as a native of this world, his “magical batteries” recharged much faster than theirs did.


How big a mage’s “batteries” were was one of the three ways that magical potential was measured among his people.  The other two were how much magic the mage could safely channel at one time, how much raw magic the body could hold, and their ability to use more than one spell, casting a new spell while maintaining one that was already active.  Sai was considered above average in two of those three measures, his potential—his “batteries”—and his talent, which was how much magic he could channel at once.  When it came to multitasking with magic, however, he was about average for someone his age.  He could maintain one spell and cast a second, but that second spell couldn’t also be maintained for more than few seconds before he lost his concentration and both spells failed.  Him using the blinding spell while maintaining the shield had worked because the blinding spell was an instantaneous effect spell.  He didn’t have to actively maintain it after he cast it, the magic was programmed to do what it did and it went about it without his supervision.


All three of those aspects could be increased through training and practice, up to a limit dictated by the Iosian’s natural ability, but most particularly his ability to use multiple spells.  That was far more about training than natural ability, but a mage’s ability to do it was limited by his natural intelligence.  As he got better and better with magic, he’d be able to maintain two spells, and then three, and maybe even four, and still be able to cast other spells.

Magic wasn’t about incantations and making stupid gestures with the hands.  It was all internal, it was mental, where a spell was how one visualized the magic affecting reality that made it work.  There were standardized ways of doing this, what were called spells by humans, because trying things outside of the established methods could be very dangerous.  They were standard because they produced a consistent result, where trying a new way to produce the same effect, visualizing it differently, could make the magic unstable, even downright dangerous. Magic was a fickle and finicky power, and so those who practiced it learned quickly to stay “inside the lanes” when learning how to use it.


But magic was evolving.  His people had weaker powers here, but learning about the science of this world was starting to expand magical power by altering how spells were done.  Iosians had had no idea what atoms were before coming here, or electromagnetic theory, or thermodynamics.  They knew what they could observe of the world with their magic, and that was it.  But now, new spells were being designed that visualized magical processes based on scientific law, and that was making spells much more powerful because they worked within the boundaries of physics.  It had allowed his people to regain a portion of their might by adapting human science to their magic, learning the how of the way things worked so they could affect those processes with magic and produce much more powerful results.  And much to Sai’s good luck, much of this information was posted online through a network of Iosian mages who were internet savvy, who saw the value of technology and utilized it with shielded machines, allowing the sages of the various enclaves to share their advances with each other.  Sai had learned about this “magic network” three years ago, and had managed to find a way into it, so he’d been learning about how the sages were changing the way magic was used on this world by reading the papers and dissertations they were writing on the subject.

He usually only used this spell at night, when he couldn’t easily be seen.  He didn’t like to attract attention to himself, that was just stupid.  But this was a special case.  He didn’t want the DRA in his business, he didn’t want them hounding him for the six months he’d remain in Seattle, so he wasn’t going to make it easy for them to bother him.  There was no law against him using a flying disc so long as he stayed under 200 feet and 60 miles an hour, and stayed out of restricted airspace like an airfield, military base, or over a residential house.  The airspace over a private residence was considered restricted in the state of Washington, preventing drones from hanging out over someone’s yard.  Flying magic had the same rules as drones did, so as long as he followed those rules, he was free to use the disc all he wanted.


He’d always loved this spell.  It was like surfing on the wind instead of the waves, and it was tons of fun.  His father had taught it to him as a gift for his ninth birthday.  It had been almost worthless to him when he first learned it, only able to maintain the disc for about thirty seconds, but his determination to be able to use it had given him motivation to practice, train, to improve his magical skills.  His father had known exactly how to motivate him to take his magical studies seriously, and it had worked.  And that had saved his life when his parents were murdered in front of him, because had he not had the skills he had, the death magic he unleashed would have killed him along with his attackers, or may have killed everyone around him instead of only the men he intended to kill.

And no doubt if he’d done that, if he had killed thirty of forty people on that platform, they would have tried him as an adult for murder and locked him away for the rest of his life despite him only being ten years old.


He reached the halfway house where he lived, which was a small building that had once been one of those super-cheap motels, six floors with small single rooms holding 17 year old orphans on each floor.  The house was designed to help orphans who were never adopted to transition to living on their own at 18, teaching them basic life skills like cooking, laundry, basic home maintenance, and how to navigate life as an adult.  The house had classes on things like how to find and rent an apartment, how to get a driver’s license, how to register to vote, how to buy a car, and so on and so on.  It was really a pretty good idea, in his opinion, because kids like him would leave the house already having a basic idea how the real world worked, and how to find an apartment, get a job, get a driver’s license, and fully take over responsibility for their own lives.  He didn’t land at the front door, he instead brought the disc down close enough to the roof to step down, and then ended the spell.  The roof was flat and had some furniture on it, because they were allowed to come up here and hang out, treating it almost like a porch or a patio. They even had a grill up here, and most any kid in the house knew how to use it.  Ending the spell caused him to drop to the gravelly top of the roof, and he walked over to the small stairhouse that led up here.  The door was kept unlocked, because who was going to scale a six story building in order to get in through the roof door?  He went down to his room, which was on the fourth floor, and was almost conveniently right beside the door to the stairs that led to the roof.  His room was tiny, barely ten feet across and twelve feet long, almost like a jail cell instead of a room.  His bed took up more than half of the available space, leaving just enough room for a tiny desk at the other end of the room and locker at the foot of the bed, that extended to the front wall.  The rooms were only really meant to be used for sleeping, there was a day room down at the end of the hall that had a TV and computer desk, as well as a ping pong table, and the bathroom was just beside it, a communal bathroom with four toilets, four sinks, and four small shower stalls with a bench behind a wall blind.  The building was coed, but it was segregated by floor, with the bottom two floors being girls’ rooms and the top four floor being boys.

Girls were adopted at a far higher rate than boys.


The fact the house was coed led it to its own rather unique problems, the main one being there was nothing stopping residents from sneaking into each other’s rooms.  The dorm mother was supposed to stop that, but she didn’t really care all that much, of a mind that they were old enough to make their own decisions about such things.

That was a very different custom from his own people.  His people did not segregate the genders, not even in things like bathrooms and public showers.  The Iosians believed that people had the maturity and self control to behave themselves if they were in close proximity to someone who was naked, and besides, Iosians had very different customs about nudity in the first place.  It was entirely legal to be nude in public in an enclave, if only because it was hard for a people who had a tail to wear human-style underwear.  Most Iosians wore nothing under their skirts, kilts, or robes.  Iosians didn’t hide their bodies, though they also didn’t flaunt them.  When it came to sexual activity among his people, they had more conservative views than one would expect from a people who saw nothing wrong with public nudity.  Sex wasn’t seen as evil or dirty or sinful as it was in most Western cultures, something to hide from the world, something that religion said was bad or wrong, but they didn’t go around and do it in public, either.  The Iosian view on sex was that it was a natural thing, but it was something done in private, where the participants weren’t bothering anyone else, and it was done by people who had sincere care for each other.  There was no “hook-up” culture among his people, because Iosians didn’t allow their impulses to control them.  But, if two people decided to have sex, there was no moral or cultural reason to gainsay their decision, even if they were teenagers.

He settled in at his desk and began his afternoon and evening ritual, and that was studying.  He did his homework first, and once that was done, he pulled out his spirals and began his two hours a day of studying Necromancy.  He’d read everything he had on it ten times over already, but he constantly reread, and reread, studied the 85 spells he couldn’t cast to try to understand the magic in greater detail.  He could only cast twelve of the spells he had, and it was constant study of the others that would unlock them.


Magic wasn’t what humans once thought it was.  It wasn’t chanting arcane words and making weird gestures.  It wasn’t mixing exotic ingredients in a pot and boiling it.  It was about understanding the flow of magic from its source, within the mage, shaping it, and then releasing it into the material world.  Learning a spell was about learning how to shape the magic within into a specific effect that he could reproduce.  It was this aspect of magic, that Iosians drew magic from some other place and stored it within their bodies, that made him a Necromancer.  He had a connection to the place where black magic originated, a connection that other mages did not have, in addition to having a connection to the place where standard magic originated.  A mage’s ability was defined by how much magic he could store from that other place, his “magical battery,” and his ability to channel and shape that magic through his body.  Casting a spell was an exercise of intelligence and will, knowing how to shape the magic, and having the mental fortitude to make the magic do what the mage wanted it to do.


Magic was not a gentle or kind force.  It was a wild, untamed, primal force, and it took both willpower and strength, both mental and physical, in order to tame the magic and make it do what the mage wanted.


That was why there were virtually no fat or out of shape Iosians.  Magic was work, it was hard work, and only those who were in very good shape could tame its energies.


A spell wasn’t a record of words that a mage had to chant to make magic happen.  It was an explanation, a description, of how to shape the magic in order to produce a consistently predictable effect.  By learning how to shape the magic, Sai could make the spell happen. Thus far, he had learned how to cast two spells of Necromancy, but he also knew around a hundred spells from conventional magic, from simple little spells like one that would chill his drink to very strong and useful spells like the shield he’d used to keep from getting gunned down.  Magic could be released unshaped, what was called primal magic, but it was unpredictable and dangerous in that form.


What Sai had done to the men that killed his parents was an example of primal magic, primal Necromancy.  He had unleashed pure black magic, which was the magic of death, but had managed to keep sufficient control over it to have it only kill the men that killed his parents.  Had he lost control of that magic, it would have killed everyone around him, even killed him, since Necromancers had no intrinsic immunity to black magic.  It was their control over it that protected them when they used black magic, knowing how to channel and shape that deadly magical force safely.  It was far easier for a Necromancer to kill himself with his magic than any other mage, because it was the magic of death itself.  One tiny mistake, and black magic would kill the Necromancer, which made it a very real risk and danger to study, especially since he had no tutor or master to train him.


That was why his progress in Necromancy was much slower than in conventional magic, because of the danger it posed.  He had to be very careful when he studied it, when he tried to master the spells, else his magic would kill him.


He felt he was nearly on the verge of learning his thirteenth spell, one of the spells the book said was the next step up from apprentice spells, but that didn’t make him sloppy.  He could make something happen when he tried to cast the spell, but it wasn’t what was supposed to happen.  That meant that he was close, and with more practice and study, he’d finally figure it out.  The spell he was trying to learn was an extremely useful spell that would paralyze victims by paralyzing the soul, which would in turn paralyze the body, an exceptionally powerful way to do it that the victim couldn’t resist or try to overcome.   Magic that affected the soul had powerful and drastic effects on the body that housed it, and were in many ways absolutely unresistable by the victim.  A victim of sufficient strength, power, or training could resist the effect of conventional magic cast at him, but spells of Necromancy affected aspects of the body and soul that only another Necromancer could resist.  Mundane humans and other mages had no connection to black magic, no control over it, and so they had absolutely no resistance to it.  That was one reason why Necromancy was so powerful, because only another Necromancer could resist its spells.  Once Sai mastered Necromancy, he would have an arsenal of spells at his command that could not be countered or resisted by anyone but another Necromancer, which would make him extremely powerful.


There were spells to paralyze the body in conventional magic, but they could be resisted, even countered.  But this spell could not, because it attacked the soul, not the body, and only those who had a connection to black magic could resist spells that affected the soul.


The spell raised some interesting theological conflicts for the Christian nutjobs, because it worked on animals.  According to their religion, animals didn’t have souls…so if they were right, then the spell would have no effect on a dog, or a cat, or even a bug.  But the spell did.  It affected any animal, any living thing not a plant or microbe.


It was a hapless fly that was the victim of his practice, one that had the bad luck of being trapped in the room with him.  There were several corpses of other insects that had been failed attempts to make the spell work right…which was yet another reason why his people were so against Necromancy.  Necromancy tended to kill victims of botched spells.  The poor thing endured Sai’s repeated attempts to paralyze it by locking its soul, leading to convulsions most of the time as the spell didn’t work right, but then he finally showed mercy on the poor thing and let it out by opening the window.  He had no doubt that the failed attempts at the spell had caused the fly pain, and while he did want to learn how to master his magic, he didn’t want to torture insects and animals to do it.  He tried to minimize that as much as he could, but the simple truth was, you didn’t practice the magic of death without causing suffering, even if your intent wasn’t to make something suffer.  So he minimized that by showing as much mercy on his unwilling research subjects as he could, including casting a spell of healing called Quicken on the fly, restoring its energy and kickstarting its own natural healing process, to perk it back up and then letting it go to enjoy the rest of its very short life.  But today was better than his last training session two days ago.  Then it was violent convulsions, one of which caused the fly to tear off one of its own legs in its wild thrashing, but today it was just slight to medium convulsions.

Putting the leg back on that fly had been a major challenge, because it was so small.  Healing something that tiny was really good practice for using it on people.  Someone without his experience with healing magic wouldn’t have been able to do it.


That was more than possible.  Healing magic could reattach lost limbs, and the most powerful healers could even grow new ones, which was extremely valuable even to the humans.


He went back to studying, this time studying white magic, working on mastering a combat spell.  Most any Iosian mage worth his magic could throw balls of fire or bolts of lightning, but accomplished mages fought with a magical construct called a mageblade.  Mageblades could penetrate shield spells, which were commonly used to block or repel ranged magical attacks, so a well rounded mage had to have a mastery of conventional combat magic, have armed combat skills to wield a mageblade, and also master the spell that summoned the mageblade.  The only defense against a mageblade was another mageblade, and if he came into direct conflict with his people before he mastered his Necromancy, he’d damn well better be able to protect himself from someone who came after him with a mageblade.  The spell to summon a mageblade was not easy, it was advanced magic that only well practiced mages could cast, and he’d been studying the spell for nearly six months trying to learn how to cast it.  He spent an hour a day on it, every day, and would continue until he succeeded.  It was why he spent one hour a night up on the roof, practicing with a wooden sword called a bokken, that students of a Japanese sword martial art called kendo used to practice their technique.

While training with a bokken helped him master the basic fighting forms his father had just started teaching him before he was murdered, there was no telling if it would be what he ended up getting.  Mageblades were always the same weapon when summoned by a mage, because the mage had no control over what kind of weapon he summoned using the spell.  Virtually any weapon could be summoned as a mageblade, including things like chains and bows, the weapon a reflection of the soul of the mage that summoned it.  What Sai eventually summoned would be the weapon that best expressed who he was, that resonated with his soul, and it could virtually anything.  A sword, a spear, a dagger, an axe, a club, whatever, that weapon would be the ideal weapon for Sai, because it resonated with his soul, with the core of who and what he was.


Training with a sword was no guarantee he’d get a sword, but at least it would give him some very basic combat skills he could apply to whatever weapon he got.

Mageblades were why Iosian schools taught martial arts as part of their core curriculum, both armed and unarmed, because of the prevalence of mageblades and the desire of almost every child to go on to become a trained mage…and no mage was a trained mage unless he could summon a mageblade.  Going to martial arts class was just like humans going to gym class.  He’d done his best to continue training on his own after being banished, because he realized very quickly once he was banished that his only hope to survive in the human world was knowing how to fight.

He finished up his daily studies and practice and had dinner, cooking in the fairly large kitchen down on the first floor.  He was usually the last person to eat, and nobody bothered him when he was down there. The other residents didn’t like him, and they actively avoided him.  They weren’t allowed to keep food in the kitchen, so Sai brought down his supplies from his room and bent to the task of cooking.  Sai liked to cook, he was a fairly good cook, so he didn’t survive on microwave dinners and instant ramen like many of the others.  He cooked full meals, and today it was fettuccini alfredo and steamed broccoli  He made his alfredo sauce from scratch, mainly because he didn’t like premade alfredo sauce.  There were some really good premade marinara sauces, but there weren’t any good alfredo sauces.  When he made normal spaghetti, he used plain Ragu as a base for his own sauce, spicing it up and adding some extra ingredients, and it always turned out really good.


Cooking was a skill that appealed to Sai’s nature and personality.  It was structured and predictable, where if you followed the steps correctly and paid close attention to even the smallest details, you got a consistent and satisfactory result every time.  Any magician would find cooking to be an appealing skill, even a hobby to pursue, because using magic was in many ways the same as cooking.  It required shaping the ingredients with a watchful eye, managing variables, and then producing a consistent result.  And in this case, it was a delicious result.  He whipped up his meal, cleaned up the kitchen, and then took it upstairs, eating at his desk as he studied for his Civics test tomorrow.


The DRA didn’t back off, which caused the next couple of weeks to be almost exhaustively annoying.


That Iosian mage was making good on his promise to watch Sai, because he had people trying to tail him every time he left home or school.  But it didn’t end there.  Three days after the attack on him, he came home to find his room trashed, and it was the DRA that did it.  They executed a search warrant on his room, and they didn’t just search it, they went out of their way to destroy everything inside it.  Every book was ripped at the spine, every piece of clothing was torn to shreds, the mattress was ripped up and its stuffing scattered all over the room, the desk and bed were chopped up with an axe from the look of it, and the entire clothes locker had been removed from the room, leaving its contents scattered all over the floor in various states of ruination.

Sai could only find it amusing, that they would go to such lengths just to try to piss him off.


All the broken stuff he could fix with magic, so that wasn’t a big deal.  A new clothes locker brought in from an empty room solved that problem, so all it cost him was about two hours of his time, and that time turned out to be pretty good magic practice.  He’d never fixed so much stuff at once, and such a variety of stuff, giving him practice mending wood, metal, plastic, vinyl, cloth, of letting him use a spell that put the stuffing back in the mattress in a way that restored it to its original condition.  They were spells his mother taught him, part of the very useful quality of life spells that an Iosian felt were mandatory for comfortable living.  And he had the feeling that the DRA mage knew he knew those spells, which was why he ordered his goons to trash the room.  If he couldn’t fix everything, then the DRA might have gotten in trouble if he took what they did to the press…and to get them in trouble, Sai would have to sacrifice his possessions, something the DRA mage gambled he wasn’t willing to do.


But there were other ways to get back at them, ways that only someone like Sai could manage.  Before he fixed everything, he took both pictures and video of the ruined room, and he posted them to social media.  The video went on TikTok, as he explained what viewers were seeing and that his room was trashed because someone in the DRA had taken issue with him, that this was a petty, spiteful action by a government official, while the pictures had the caption This is how the DRA searches the room of a 17 year old.  Tyranny is alive and well in America.

His TikTok account was very much unlike his personal life.  He never revealed his face on TikTok, or showed any other person, but he made it clear through the videos he posted that he was an Iosian teenager, he was a mage, he had a shielded phone to make videos with, and he showed off some of the magic he knew in those videos.  He did it because it was his only real outlet, the only way he could really express himself, since most humans hated him because he was Iosian and his own people had cast him out over something he did as a child.  He was always careful not to give away enough information that the Christian wingnuts could use to dox him, to find out who he really was and where he lived, because he never showed anything real in the videos.  He used illusions to hide the room, and never allowed any video to catch even a glimpse of any part of his body as he showed off the magic he knew for the camera.  He didn’t even speak with his own voice, using an auditory illusion of a voice much different than his own.  Any time he represented himself on camera, it was an illusion of a dark shadowy form, complete with a tail, like a silhouette…one that in no way matched his real body.  The illusion he used was one of a young teenager, and the voice was matched to that deception, being the voice of a pre-pubescent boy.

His account had 4,000 followers, which proved that at least some people were curious about magic, or at least enjoyed the illusions he created for the videos.  What he did was much akin to how the movie industry used mages, just on a much smaller scale.  After all, he was only creating a small illusion large enough to fill the camera’s viewing angle, and it wasn’t hard to do something like that.  He just put the phone on a secure stand so it didn’t wobble and created the illusion in front of the camera.  It would take a master illusionist to create one big enough to fill a sound stage, and a true master to create one that could interact with actors.  His were the size of a piece of paper, just placed close enough to the camera to fill its viewing area.  He created illusions and effects that could be virtually anything he could imagine.  Fantastical settings, impossible creatures, exotic characters, he could make just about anything, and his illusion skills were good enough to make those things move with some degree of believability.  His most popular vides were “fanfic” type videos of popular movie, anime, and game characters, creating illusion of them doing other things, even something simple as them dancing.  He had enough followers for his TikTok account to be monetized, which was a source of income.  He certainly didn’t earn enough to move out of the house, but it was enough for him to be able to eat at a restaurant once or twice a week.

His two main sources of income both relied on magic.  The first was using magic to shape metal, stone, or plastic to form sculptures and statuettes, which he then sold on Ebay.  Those took a lot of effort to make and took a while to sell, however, so his alternate income source when he hadn’t sold a figurine for a while was much less…clean.  What he did to make fast money when he needed it was use magic to find lost objects, from cash to jewelry.  He would find it, dig it up if needed, clean it up, and sell what wasn’t cash in pawn shops.  There was a simple spell that found something you were looking for, so if you shaped the spell so it would find, say, a piece of metal buried in the ground, then used that spell while walking through a park, it was just like using a metal detector.  It was even better, because the spell led him right to the item instead of him having to sweep the spell over it the way a metal detector did, and the spell told him the shape of it.  That meant he could discern a coin or ring from a piece of rebar, and save himself a lot of effort and time.  He’d been doing that since he was 13, and he’d been forced to range out further and further to find parks and areas where he’d find places that hadn’t already been picked over, by him or someone else.


Sai was one of the very few Iosians that knew how the internet worked, and he used it to make his money.


His two weeks of magic practice had produced a breakthrough, and that was with his study of white magic.  He finally mastered a spell that permanently changed the pigmentation or color of parts of the body, which was considered advanced magic because it was affecting a living thing.  Sai’s black eyes and hair betrayed him as a Necromancer, but this spell would change that.  His first success with the spell changed his hair and eyes back to their original colors, his hair reddish gold and his eyes hazel brown, removing the obvious visible mark of Necromancy upon him.  They turned back to black the next time he used Necromancy, but that simply meant that so long as he didn’t use Necromancy, he could remain hidden among his people for as long as he wanted.  And he needed that, since it meant that he could sneak back into the enclave.

There was a reason he wanted to go there, and that was the library.  They had a public library in the enclave holding books on magic, and if he was going to find any more books on Necromancy, it was going to be there.


So, the day after his success with the alteration spell, he changed his appearance in the bathroom, put on a hat and sunglasses to hide the fact from his tailers, and hopped on a tram.  He shook all of them by using Jump while the tram was between stops, summoning his flying disc as he fell, then turning and zipping away before they could do much of anything about it.  He landed on the edge of the enclave, which had a stone inlay marking its border—which was itself a magical object that would raise a shield enclosing the entire enclave—and only hesitated a brief second before stepping over it.


No alarms.  No magical spells zapping him.  That meant that it was going to work.


He’d lived here as a child, so he knew where the library was.  He went straight to it, entered, and found himself surrounded by his own people who hated him, in a large gallery style room holding hundreds of bookshelves…which meant there were hundreds of thousands of books.


And there may be another book on Necromancy hidden among them.


He only had to look at them.  The book he had had black magic on the spine, and he’d bet others would be the same, which would let him just look at a bookshelf and see if any of them had black magic writing in them.  He moved along the stacks, his eyes scanning the books as he moved, working his way through the library systematically.  About halfway through, he stopped suddenly when he turned down another aisle and saw black magic out of the corner of his eye.  He turned and stalked down the aisle, and saw that it was coming from a book on the lowest shelf.  It was a very, very old book, from the looks of it, large and bound in old black leather, with iron bindings on the spine, and it had a lock on the front that would allow the book to be locked using a little iron hinge.  That lock was open, the book unlocked, when he pulled it out, but he saw that there was no keyhole to unlock the book if he locked it.  So he’d best not lock the book until he figured out how to unlock it.  He opened it carefully, and he could see that it was written in Iosian, and written using black magic.  To anyone but a Necromancer’s eyes, the book looked to be some book on the Third Plesrian War, going by the title.  But to someone who could see black magic, it was a Necromancer’s research journal, which in magic meant it was the personal spellbook and research into magic of a magician.  It said so, the title reading Consolidated Grimoire of Magical Research and Spell Theory, and it was written by someone named Arenne Venerre.  A woman’s name in Iosian.

This was a book on Necromancy!  And from the looks of it, it was a book on advanced Necromancy!


This was everything he hoped for.  He quickly looked around, and seeing nobody, he knelt down and stuffed the book into the voidspace inside his bag, where nobody else could get to it but him.  He then headed straight for the nearest door to get out of the enclave with his prize, hurrying down the aisles, nearly knocking over a couple of teenagers, and then he was in the main reading area and within sight of the door.  He nearly broke into a run, but kept control of himself.  He wasn’t worried about any magical alarms going off over him stealing the book because it was in his bag’s voidspace, which meant that no magical detection spell was going to reach it in there.  Besides, Iosians didn’t really steal books out of the library, so the librarians weren’t all that vigilant about it.

As he expected, there was no alarm, no librarians rushing after him as he walked out the door, so he relaxed considerably, taking hold of the straps of his pack and walking away from the building just as it started to rain, a fine, misty rain common in Seattle this time of year.  He channeled a spell that caused him to be surrounded in an aura of water repulsion, causing the rain to hit his magical spell and bounce off, leaving him perfectly dry inside.  And now that he didn’t have his mission on his mind, he realized how out of place he felt walking the streets of the enclave.  He hadn’t been here since he was ten, none of them recognized him because he’d only been a child when he was exiled, but he didn’t feel welcome here.  They were his people, but they hated him, they hated him far more than the humans on the other side of the circle enclosing the enclave.


For so long, he had dreamed, wished, prayed to be allowed to come back here, to come home, but…now that he was here, he knew that it would never come to pass.  He had chosen to embrace his magic, and the moment he did so, he had severed all ties he had to his people.  They would never accept him back, no matter how much he worked, how much he begged.


He was alone in this world, and coming here, walking among his people for the first time in seven years, it drove that point home to him with stark clarity.  The only place he had in this world would be the place he made for himself, away from his people, as far from the humans as he could manage it.  He would study his magic, he would become a Necromancer…no, he would become the most powerful Necromancer his people had ever seen.  He would embrace the magic that his people told him was evil and prove to them that they were wrong.  He would learn everything about it there was to learn, including learning how to raise the dead, and then he would never use it.  Both because of the life he would have to take in order to do it and so that those who had caused him so much pain would ever benefit from the magic he had mastered.  They would know that he could do it, but also know that he never would.  And he hoped the pain that caused them was even a fraction of the pain he had suffered since his parents were murdered and he was left standing out in front of a police station with his mother’s blood still literally on his hands, cast aside by his own people.  It was little more than petty spite, but he had plenty of motivation to be spiteful given what his people had done to him.


He was a Necromancer, and he would be proud of it. 
